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CHAPTEE XV.

DESCENT OF THE MOUNTAINS.

AFTER passing Fort Bridger the descent becomes
quick, abrupt, and verdant. The track is still
rough, stony, unmade; hero running over round
crests, there cutting into deep canyons, anon toil-
ing through troughs of sand; but on the whole
we go dropping down from the high plateau of the
Sierras, where Nature is dry and sterile, seemingly
unfit for the occupation of man, into deep ravines
and narrow dales, in which the wild sage gives
place to tall, rank grass. A little scrub begins to
show itself in the clefts and hollows ; dwarf oak and
maple now putting on their autumnal garb of pink
and gold. Stunted pines and cedars become a feature
in the landscape ; a noise of water babbles up from,
the glens ; long serpentine fringes of balsam and
willow show the courses of the descending creeks.
We rattle, in the fading light, through Muddy